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—the big clumsy buffalo led by the six-years-old child, the cross snarling camel held by the stately priestly Arab
On we go. " Is your donkey good ? Mine has a turban for a bridle and no bit. Samuel's saddle has neither girths nor stirrups and he has already rolled off on to the ground, for it is circus-like work this to balance yourself on your saddle and the saddle on the donkey. What a sweet scent! Is it the beans ? and look at that boy standing on that mud pyramid slinging stones. " JEnte kumumin kumurain," "servah baksheesh," and away he slings a handful of black mud over the corn, and the tufted larks, white ibis, crowds of sparrows, and pretty hoopoes rise and fly away. Oh ! no, not away, only for twenty yards, for they have heard that sling crack
before.
Ten miles done. Are you tired ? If so, stop here on this raised dyke and sketch the village with its mud huts, pretty pigeon-houses, clumps of palms, and see ! that Egyptian wonder, a pond. Not tired. ? well, get on again then, for really these folk are rather too aggressive to sit amongst.
Abydos at last, three hours' steady riding. Oh ! how did you get through that last village ? I got on very badly, quite forty people followed me, and my donkey-boy went off somewhere and bridleless donkeys are difficult to guide in a town. So my umbrella came into use again. Here is a rough ground-plan to help you understand^
The dots stand for pillars, the squares for beautiful chambers each dedicated to a different god. " It is quite impossible to extricate the ideas from this confused labyrinth," so reads Mr. JBarnett from Marriette's guide-book. Then let us look at the pictures and enjoy them, their colour, their drawing, their wonderful delicacy of execution. This lotus, there is not a line in fault—and the tenderness of that half-open bud. The sign of life is here joined to the signs of power and stability held in the god's hands outstretched to the king. What a gift! Did you ever see such gorgeous and delicate colouring as in that sacred barque and the animals ? Certainly these old folk reverenced life whether in human or animal form, and the animals seem joyful at being sacrificed to the gods. This bull is running with quite a look of willingness to be offered. The young Rameses has a nice face, and with what close companionship ho lives with his father; reigning together meant mutual love in those days. I like that old Setti. He had such a wide interest in things. He is not nearly so prominent in this, his great temple, as Rameses is in his. Perhaps ho spoilt Kameses, and made him egotistical. More temples beyond. What does Murray say ? " Oh! nothing, they can't make it out," but this is the temple where the list of kings was found, and here is the corridor. Walled up well—that is good, for such a tablet is too precious to bo exposed to the scrawls of tourists or the ignorant greed of the Arabs. " Impshi, Ali, impshi tout le monde." Whack, whack, a general scuttle, a cloud of dust, and now begin again, friend. You can look at the old Egyptians without the sight of the poor leprous creature, or that blind man to whom, you can do no possible good by your chance coppers or even your silver piastres. See that goddess nursing the king. Divine motherhood again, and Setti here kneels before Osiris. That is unusual; Barneses, Amenophis, etc., have always stood upright before the gods. How old a thought it is that the gods guide, punish, and give life. Here Osiris and Ra both hold the crook to guide, the flail to whip, the life to give or withhold.
Luncheon ! Ready for it ? Quite ? Well, now, sit on this rug, here is a stone for your back. "Ali! you old scoundrel! what have you got ? '* " Me double scoundrel or half ? " " What have you got ? " " Eggs, poulet,